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Summary

How do you tell your best friend’s father that you’ll do anything, be anything he ever dreamed of in a woman, if for one moment he’ll just stop seeing you as a child?

When I moved in with my best friend’s dad because I had nowhere else to go, it was only supposed to be temporary. The longer I stay, though, the less I want to leave and the closer we come to doing something we both know is going to be a disaster—no matter how good it feels. No one is going understand, and I’m terrified of how my best friend is going to react if she ever finds out.

But even though we’re both fighting against the growing attraction between us, it isn’t enough. Sometimes just a look can change everything, and when that look leads to a kiss it’s almost impossible to put things back the way that they were.

Now we just have to decide if we’re willing to risk everything for what may be the biggest mistake of our lives.
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Living with My Best Friend’s Dad

HAVE YOU EVER HAD ONE OF THOSE DAYS where life just decides to screw with you? Well, I was having one of those days. It had started before I left the house for work that morning, and I desperately needed to talk things over with Brynn, my best friend. Of course it was Saturday so a steady stream of customers kept me hopping until lunchtime and I had no chance to text or call. When I had applied for a job at the used video game store two years ago I didn’t know the difference between an Xbox and a pop tart, but the owner had hired me anyway on a hunch. I was young, female, sort of pretty in a wholesome, girl next door kind of way, and most of his clientele consisted of geeky, awkward guys in their teens and twenties. Sales had spiked almost twenty percent in the first month after I started working there and my boss immediately gave me a big enough raise to make sure I wasn’t going to find a better job anywhere else in town. I wondered if he’d be able to give me another one so I could afford to stick around.

As soon as I could break away for lunch I pulled out my cell phone and called Brynn. I had no idea I was about to get nailed with the second half of the double-whammy life had in store for me.

“Molly!” she squealed, “I was just about to call you. You won’t believe it!”

“What?”

“I got the scholarship! The other girl dropped out.”

She had been the runner up for a veterinary scholarship at Texas A&M University, one of the ones they set up to encourage more women to get into the field, and very competitive. Just getting into the program was hard enough, but Brynn had kicked some serious butt to make it into the runner up spot. Icicles started gnawing their way through my stomach—my best friend was going to be moving halfway across the state. I couldn’t help but be happy for her, but I was feeling more alone by the second.

“That’s great news. I can’t believe she bailed on the scholarship.”

“Hey, why don’t you come over when you get off work and I’ll tell you everything?”

I thought about going home to spend the night wallowing in self-pity instead, but it didn’t sound particularly appealing. “Okay.”

“See you then!”

When I locked up that night I almost backed out—this was a big day for her and she didn’t need me spoiling it with my problems. Of course if I didn’t go over she’d wonder why and pester me with a nonstop barrage of texts until I eventually gave in and ended up telling her everything anyway. I figured my best course was to suck it up and keep my mouth shut. My personal issues would keep for another day or two.

Brynn lived with her dad in an enormous, two story farmhouse that was almost a hundred years old and had enough character for a dozen homes. I had been spending nights there since we first became friends back in middle school, and I loved that place more than anywhere else in the world. The stairs creaked and the pipes groaned and some of the windows had a tendency to stick during the summer, but you simply couldn’t beat the place for a wicked game of hide-and-go-seek.

With five huge upstairs bedrooms and the living areas downstairs all sized to match it was far too large for just the two of them. Brynn had been an only child when her mom had died in a car accident, though, and for some reason her dad never remarried. Thinking about it always made me a little sad because she had told me once that when her dad bought the house for her mom they had intended to fill it with kids. I never could understand why he held onto the place rather than moving them into something where they didn’t rattle around like the last two M&Ms in the candy jar. Maybe it was the memories, or maybe it was just inertia. I had never had the courage to ask.

By the time I met Brynn her mom was already gone and her dad, Dr. Jonathan Sanders, just seemed like a normal single father. A surgeon at the small hospital in town, he was often busy and sometimes absent-minded, but always seemed like a good dad. Over the years when he had to work or got called in for emergencies Brynn had spent countless nights at my house, and Jonathan repaid my parents by having me over on school holidays and taking me along with them on trips to San Antonio, Austin, and Houston.

It wasn’t until I pulled up in front of their house that I realized that with Brynn leaving he would be completely alone in that vast, empty place. Sympathy squeezed at my heart—however difficult this was for me, it had to be even harder on him.

“Is that you, Molly?” a voice called from the shadows as I started up the steps. A moment later Dr. Sanders poked his head around one of the tall, white columns that lined the porch. “Thank God you’re here. I was afraid she was going to spontaneously combust if she didn’t have a chance to tell you all about it six or seven times.”

How the man had managed to stay single all this time was one of life’s great mysteries. Ebony hair framed a lean, aristocratic face set with sea-green eyes that could shift in an instant between placid, sunlit ripples and storm-tossed, hoary deeps. Running and hiking were his passions whenever he wasn’t working, and he had a toned athlete’s body that belied the fine age lines around his eyes. By rights every woman in the county should have been beating on his door—and maybe they were. But so far as I could tell none of them had managed to get so much as a foot inside. Their loss.

“I’ll see if I can get her calmed down,” I promised, “but you might want to call in a prescription for tranquilizers just in case.”

“I should have thought of that hours ago,” he sighed, then with a wink at me he stretched back out on the porch swing. “In the meantime I’m staying out here where it’s safe. Good luck.”

“Thanks.”

Brynn popped the door open before I could knock and dragged me inside.

“I can’t believe it,” she gushed, bobbing on her toes. “I’m so freakin’ excited I feel like I’m going to explode.”

“Congratulations,” I said, trying unsuccessfully to free my arm. “You know, if you yank that off your dad is going to have to reattach it.”

It took a second, but then she realized what she was doing and let go. “Sorry. But can you believe it? I’m going. I’m really going!”

For two years she had battled disappointment and frustration at not being admitted to the veterinary school at A&M. In high school we had both been far too interested in other things—mainly boys—to worry about our grades much, so she had worked like a fiend after graduation to make up for it by excelling in college. Now her hard work had paid off and she was on her way to make her dreams come true. I just didn’t know what I was going to do without her.

“I know,” I told her. “You deserve it.”

 “Come on, I’ll show you the letters,” she said, and grabbing my arm again bounced her way up the stairs to her room.

For two hours she told me all about it; I read the letters from the university half a dozen times, and then she pulled up the campus maps on her computer and we looked at pictures of dorms and the buildings where she would attend classes. I truly was happy for her, but at the same time my heart felt hollow. Whatever time we spent together before she left, she already had one foot out the door and would be looking ahead to her new life rather than thinking about me and the little town where we had grown up. I felt like I had lost her already.

“Oh, shoot,” she said, casting a guilty eye over her shoulder at me. “You never had dinner, did you? I’m sorry; I’ll bet you’re starving.”

“It’s fine,” I shrugged. “I didn’t have much of an appetite anyway.”

Big, blue eyes focused their full attention on me. “Molly, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“You’ve been acting off all evening. Did this upset you?”

Yes. “No! I am so happy for you, I truly am. Of course I’ll miss you like mad when you’re gone, but I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

Those blue eyes narrowed dangerously. “Out with it.”

“It’s nothing,” I sputtered.

“Molly…”

I sighed and slumped back on her bed. “Dad’s leaving.”

My alarm bells should have started going off the instant my dad stumbled into the kitchen that morning. I wasn’t sure what he was doing up so early; most days he didn’t crawl out of bed until after I had left for work since the antique store he managed didn’t open until ten o’clock.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he mumbled as he staggered past me and collapsed into a chair at our tiny table. “Is there any coffee?”

“It just finished brewing.”

I slid a steaming mug in front of him and stepped back to give him some room. Dad is not in any sense a morning person—one of the few things I seem to have inherited from him—and he’s usually best left alone until he’s had a chance to work through a couple of cups of coffee, so when he cleared his throat I spun around, startled.

“Molly, we need to talk.”

I glanced at the clock on the microwave. I had twenty minutes to get to work. “Now? I’ve got to run in a couple of minutes. Is something wrong?”

He squared his shoulders but refused to meet my eyes. “The Steins have sold the antique store.”

Oh, no, that wasn’t good at all. I sagged against the counter and bit my lip. Ever since the divorce three years ago Dad had been flaky, quitting jobs at the drop of a hat. The antique store was the first place he had seemed to settle in and find his balance again. I didn’t know if I could take him going back to bouncing from job to job.

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m moving back to Garvena.”

My mouth dropped open and I stared at him, speechless. Garvena was a flyspeck on the map of west Texas where his parents lived. Heck, it was so small it didn’t actually show up on a map. 

“Mom and Dad are getting older and thinking about retiring, and they want me to take over running the store. Well, I’m going to do it. I need a fresh start, Molly.” His soft, brown eyes finally met mine, pleading with me to understand. “I know I haven’t been good for much since Denise left, but I think if I get away from here maybe I can pick up the pieces.”

Four years ago my mom had bailed on us and gotten remarried almost immediately after the divorce was finalized to a real estate agent named Hank. Hank had a big, brand new house right on the river in Kerrville, drove a BMW convertible, and went to wine tastings all over Texas. He also had a habit of undressing me with his eyes whenever Mom wasn’t looking, so I stayed with Dad after the divorce and didn’t go to visit.

Dad never really bounced back; I think his ego had been totally crushed knowing that he would never have been able to give Mom any of the expensive things Hank had, and afterwards no matter how he measured himself in his head he came up short. It was all baloney, of course. I think if I could have hated my mom I would have for what she had done to him. Dad was a great guy in every way—he was just never going to be wealthy. Up until the divorce he was solid and dependable and had loved his family fiercely, with everything he had. He was also still young enough to have a chance to start over again if he wanted to try badly enough.

How could I stand in his way?

“I think that’s great,” I told him, trying my best to sound upbeat and supportive, although my stomach was a churning vat of acid. Three years of Theater Arts in high school should have made that a lot easier. Maybe if I had gotten more speaking roles.

He blinked in surprise. “You do?”

“Yes. You’ve spent enough time moping over her. Do whatever you have to do to get yourself put back together.”

The tentative smile that broke out on his lips was the first I had seen in longer than I wanted to think about, but all too soon it flickered and vanished. “What about you?”

“I’ll be fine—but I’ve got to run or I’m going to be late.” I gave him a peck on the cheek and hurried out the door before he could say anything else.

I didn’t know if I was going to be fine at all. I had my part time job at the video game store while I worked on my degree, but even if I found something full time I wasn’t going to be able to afford a place on my own. We lived in a fairly small town packed with retirees where housing was limited and rent was expensive, so there was no guarantee that I could even find a place before fall classes started in about a month. Dad running off this way was liable to leave me high and dry, and I’d be lucky if I didn’t end up living in my car.

Going with him was no alternative, though. Garvena was nothing—a highway intersection with one small general store and a couple of dozen farming families scattered around and the nearest college a two hour commute away. While it might be the perfect place for Dad to get himself straightened out, it wasn’t any good for me.

Brynn listened wide-eyed while I gave her a rundown of my morning then uttered a low whistle. “Wow, that sucks hard. I am so sorry.”

“I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

“I’d offer you one of the spare rooms here if I wasn’t leaving, but…” She blinked as her voice trailed off. “Well, why the hell not?”

“What?”

“Move in here.”

“Huh? What are you talking about?”

She grinned and started bouncing again. “You need a place to stay. There’s plenty of room here, and Dad won’t mind. The man needs someone around to make sure he remembers to eat and stuff like that anyway—he’s completely hopeless on his own. I was worried what was going to happen to him all by himself here, and this way we can kill two birds with one stone. Oh, this is perfect!”

I stared at her aghast. “Brynn, this is so not perfect. I can’t do that to your dad. Jeez, the poor guy finally gets some time to himself after riding herd on you for twenty years and now you want to turn around and saddle him with me?”

She stuck out her tongue at me. “Oh, pooh. I’ll bet he doesn’t care. Let’s find out!”

With that she flounced out before I could protest again. I trailed her down the stairs and by the time I caught up to her on the porch she was already rattling off the whole story as though she was stuck in fast forward. When she got to the part about staying in his house Jonathan cut his eyes over to look at me and raised his eyebrows in a silent question. I shrugged helplessly, but he knew as well as I did that it was impossible to stop Brynn whenever she got an idea into her head. Finally she ran down, and her dad gave her a few seconds to make sure she was finished before he looked at me once more.

“Molly, you know that you’re welcome to stay here any time you need to for as long as you need to.”

The compassion in his voice sent a twinge through my heart. “I really don’t want to impose on you. You’ve probably been waiting years to get a moment’s peace from Miss Chatterbox here, and the last thing you need is me moving in and messing that up.”

“You’re practically family, Molly. You can’t impose,” Brynn objected.

“Besides, unlike certain people you can actually be quiet for five minutes at a stretch,” her dad added drily.

“I don’t know…”

“Well,” Dr. Sanders offered, “how about this? You can stay here in one of the spare rooms while you look for something permanent. If it will make you feel better you can throw in something for rent and help out around the house a little. Then when you find a place that suits you better you can move without having to worry about breaking a lease.”

I gnawed on the corner of my lip. “Are you sure this isn’t going to put you out?”

“Oh, Daddy,” Brynn exclaimed, throwing her arms around his neck, “you’re the best.” She turned to me. “This is gonna be so awesome! We can move your stuff in tomorrow morning then we’ll get to spend every minute together until I have to leave.”

I still wasn’t sure about the whole thing, but the way Dr. Sanders’ eyes danced over his daughter assured me that everything was all right. I’d make certain that I didn’t overstay my welcome, though. I took another quick glance at those eyes and felt an odd thrill shoot through me. Probably just relief, but relief shouldn’t have been so unsettling.

In the end it turned out to be just as easy as Brynn had said. By noon the next day we had unloaded my meager load of belongings into the spare bedroom across from Brynn’s, and I handed her dad four hundred dollars for my first month’s rent. He flatly refused to take a penny more despite my protests, and I made a silent vow to make up for it by helping out around the house.

It didn’t take long at all to settle in and get comfortable. I had spent so much time there that it practically felt like a second home already. When I wasn’t at work Brynn and I were joined at the hip and spent most of our time either getting her packed or revisiting our old haunts so she could say goodbye. In the midst of all that, a week after I moved in I saw my dad off, waving a final goodbye as he turned west onto I-10. That was a weird feeling, the nail in the coffin lid of my life under my parents’ roof. For all that I was twenty I had always had that security, and now I was truly on my own at last—even if I was living with my best friend’s dad.

The following week we packed up Brynn’s car and her dad followed her off to get her settled into her new apartment in College Station, and for the first time in my life I was really alone. When I came home from work in the evenings I had that giant house all to myself, and that felt even weirder than when my dad left. It wasn’t scary, exactly, but it was very quiet and extremely lonely and after the first night I took to sleeping on the couch in the den with the television left on for company.

That’s where Dr. Sanders found me when he got home. For once I had a Saturday off so I had stayed up late Friday night watching movies and texting until I finally passed out from sheer exhaustion. I was having a dream about playing hide-and-go-seek in the house with a bunch of little kids when I heard my name.

“Molly,” it came again. That low, sexy voice was the stuff dreams are made of. Very, very naughty dreams.

I sat up and blinked at the dim figure standing in the doorway. A moment’s panic jolted me before I dimly made out Dr. Sanders’ face in the flickering light of the television.

“Just wanted to let you know I was home,” he said.

That was when I realized that all I had on was panties and a sleeping shirt which had hiked up in my sleep to reveal quite a bit more of myself than other people usually got to see. Blushing wildly I tugged it down to a more modest position and hoped like mad that it had been too dark for him to see anything.

“I wasn’t expecting you back until tomorrow,” I stammered.

“Technically it is tomorrow,” he replied, gesturing towards the clock. “I probably should have let you sleep, but I didn’t want you to wake up and hear me banging around and worry that you had an intruder in the house.”

There was a bright flash of light from the television as it flipped to a commercial and for an instant I got a clear look at his face and the way he was looking at me. Hunger mixed with a longing that seemed to be etched into his bones, so deep that it took my breath away and my heart stuttered in surprise. Then the picture went dark, mercifully draping his face in shadow once more. Not that it mattered; I was never in a million years going to forget that look. 

“Thanks. I should probably go up to bed now that you’re home.” My voice came out in a hoarse croak that I hoped he would chalk up to being woken from a sound sleep.

“Sorry I disturbed you. Goodnight.”

When he was gone I lay there frozen, willing my heartbeat to slow while my mind raced trying to process what I had just seen. No one had ever looked at me like that before, with such naked desire that was almost predatory, and while the intensity of it was a little scary there was a part of me that found it exhilarating. I wasn’t anything special, and I had never believed myself capable of inspiring that kind of feeling in anybody—certainly not a man like Dr. Sanders.

And the excitement wasn’t simply mental. My body had reacted as well, my nipples crinkling hard until they ached and down between my legs I was so slick that my panties were moist. All that from just a look?

This was just crazy. Unlike some of Brynn’s other friends I had never crushed on her dad or even fantasized about him. Yeah, he was as hot as they come, but I had never thought of him that way. I was pretty sure he had never thought anything of me before, either. It had taken me all of about thirty seconds to catch on to Hank’s leering, and there was simply no way I could have spent all that time around Dr. Sanders for years without noticing something—a glance, a comment, a touch, something to give him away. But I never had.

The simplest explanation was of course that I had imagined it. I had been startled out of a deep sleep and my mind was still foggy and what I had seen was simply a trick of the light. That had to be it. As I turned off the television and padded up the creaky stairs to my room I said it over and over again hoping that eventually I’d believe it. I tried really hard not to think about my physical reaction, though, because then I would have had to admit that I probably would have been in less trouble if I had been woken up by an intruder instead of Jonathan.

When I woke up again later that morning I felt better. The whole thing seemed ridiculous in the light of day. Loneliness and an overactive imagination were to blame, that was all. Still, I was a smidge nervous as I made my way downstairs to see what I could turn up for breakfast. I mean, what if I hadn’t imagined it? Awkward!

I was sitting in the kitchen’s breakfast nook working on my second cinnamon roll when Dr. Sanders came in from his morning run. Black Lycra running shorts clung like a second skin to the slab-like muscles of his thighs, and the thin cotton of his gray t-shirt fit almost as tightly to his toned upper body. Something very primal stirred in my core—I had an almost irresistible compulsion to press myself against him and bury my fingers in his wind-ruffled hair, then peel off that shirt and run my fingers all over those sweaty, rippling muscles. All of a sudden the room was uncomfortably warm and didn’t seem to have enough air in it anymore and I swallowed hard—then had to cough when a piece of cinnamon roll tried to go down the wrong way. Classy.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” he sang out.

As he opened the fridge and bent to dig around in the back he gave me a front-row-center view of his firm butt in those tight shorts and the temperature in the room shot up another twenty degrees. I felt lightheaded, couldn’t quite catch my breath, and desperately needed something to fan myself with before I melted into a puddle right there on his kitchen floor.

“You’re awfully chipper after coming in so late,” I blurted.

His fingers gripped a bottle of water and he turned back to me. “I actually managed to get caught up on my sleep while I was in College Station. But don’t worry; I’ll be back to my normal, grouchy self in no time.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh, please. You’re about the least grouchy person I’ve ever met.”

“Hm. I’ll have to work on that. Can’t have my only tenant thinking I’m a pushover.”

Simmering waves rolled through me when he grinned. Oh my god, what was that? I had seen the man smile before, for pity’s sake. Now I had caught one flicker of interest from him—a flicker that I had probably imagined—and all of a sudden I was reacting like a love-struck schoolgirl?

“Got big plans for your day off?” he asked.

“I was going to pick up some groceries after lunch.” Which reminded me of my promise to myself to help out around the place. “If you’ll give me a list of anything you want I’ll pick it up while I’m out.”

“You don’t have to do that.”

I shrugged. “I’m going to be there anyway, so it’s just as easy to pick up your stuff while I’m getting mine.”

“Okay, thanks. I’ll make a list after I shower.”

I was not going to think of him naked in the shower. I wasn’t, I wasn’t, I wasn’t. “I was thinking of cooking a couple of nights a week, too,” I squeaked, desperate to get my mind on another track. “I’m getting really tired of takeout and TV dinners.”

“You don’t have to cook for me.”

“I know, but it’s a waste of time trying to cook for one person. So, if you’ve got anything special you’d like just let me know, and if I don’t know how to make it I’ll find a recipe online. I enjoy trying new dishes.”

Green eyes narrowed, their color leaching away into gray as he pinned me with a measuring look. “This isn’t about that rent thing, is it?”

“Huh? No, of course not.”

The corner of his mouth twitched upwards a fraction. “Well in that case you won’t mind if I pay for the groceries, then. It’s only fair if you’re going to do all the shopping and cook too, right?”

With a sinking feeling I realized he had outmaneuvered me. I should have known better than to try to put anything over on him; he had twenty years’ experience dealing with Brynn, who was a lot more devious than I ever would be.

“Right,” I mumbled.

“Well that’s settled, then, and I’m off to shower.”

Vivid images of soap-slickened muscles and water droplets rolling down toasty, golden skin flooded my mind, and I groaned in despair. Despite my earlier fears I hadn’t caught the slightest hint of interest in his eyes during our conversation. That should have been a relief, but I found myself more worried than ever. The problem wasn’t him; it was me.

Fortunately for my sanity I started classes the following week and was out of the house more often. I had two years left to finish up my degree in early childhood development and I intended to be at the top of my class the whole way. Around the same time Dr. Sanders started a two week stint of working nights at the hospital to cover for another doctor on vacation, so for a while we hardly saw each other at all.

It gave me time to get used to calling him Jonathan in my head. Since it was just the two of us there and I wasn’t a little kid any longer he said it was silly to keep calling him Dr. Sanders. That didn’t help at all to make my sudden fixation on him go away, but I at least got to deal with him in small, manageable doses until I got more comfortable with the situation. I’ll admit that I hoped it would fade out on its own, that it would be like a bolt of lightning that would flare and just as quickly vanish, but no such luck. One look from those tempestuous green eyes and my heart kicked into overdrive while my knees turned to jelly.

Ordinarily I would have spilled my guts about something like that to Brynn, and it hurt not having her advice or her shoulder to cry on when I was at my most lost and frustrated. There was just no way, though. I couldn’t possibly go to her and tell her I was falling for her dad. She would freak and probably fail out of vet school and it would all be my fault. So I suffered in silence and did my best to pretend that everything was going great.

October rolled in and Jonathan switched back to his regular work schedule. It hardly mattered, though, because I was too thoroughly swamped with homework to see him much more than before. Out of pity for me he took over the grocery shopping, insisting that my school work was more important and he was perfectly capable of handling it until I was ready to tackle it again, and more than once I dragged home late to find takeout or a pizza waiting for me on the kitchen stove. And every time he did something sweet or considerate like that my heart skipped a little and I slid a bit further down that slippery slope towards the abyss.

I didn’t want to love him. He was Brynn’s father, for one thing, which made him as old as my dad. Not that the word old ever crossed my mind when I looked at him, but I could just imagine the squawking and gossiping around our small town. Heck, I knew there was a tongue or two already wagging because I was living with him, despite the fact that I’d already been living at his house half the time since I was in middle school. The difference was that now I was living there alone with him. There were undoubtedly women in town ready to start sewing scarlet ‘A’s on my clothes.

To top that he was a doctor—he had money and a nice house and a Mercedes convertible and he was sophisticated and I was not my mother. While those things didn’t matter to me, if I went after Jonathan that was exactly what everyone in town would think and whisper behind my back. Just like her mother. There was no way to avoid that so even if I wanted something to happen between us it couldn’t work. It was simply impossible.

So of course when he asked me out I didn’t hesitate for so much as a second.

It had been a grueling week for us both. My professors had teamed me with a bunch of slackers for two group projects so that I ended up doing the lion’s share of the work in both classes, while the hospital had dragged Jonathan out of bed three times for late-night emergency surgeries after car wrecks. He came in Friday afternoon, took one look at me sprawled on the couch staring blankly at the ceiling, and shook his head.

“Go get dressed. I’m taking you out to dinner.”

My jaw dropped. I couldn’t have heard him right. “What?”

“You need to get out of here for a while. I don’t think you’ve been out for fun one single time since you moved in here, and you’ve hardly had time to come up for air in the last two weeks. So I’m taking you to dinner—somewhere nice.”

A swarm of butterflies flash mobbed my stomach and turned it into an impromptu mosh pit. Heck, my stomach was doing flip-flops that would have qualified it as an Olympic gymnast, and I sat up so fast I got lightheaded.

“We’re going out?” I squeaked.

“Yes,” Jonathan said patiently, but his eyes sparkled with amusement. “I’ll give you half an hour to get dressed, then I’m coming up after you to carry you off whether you’re ready or not.”

I leaped off the couch and flew up the stairs without touching more than one out of every three steps, but once I got into my room and closed the door I gave myself a good shake. I was crazy—this was so not a date. He was just taking his daughter’s friend out to a friendly dinner that was absolutely in no way, shape, or form any kind of date. Casual, that’s all it was.

But was that all I wanted it to be?

Startled by the thought I froze with my back against the door while my mind mulled that one over. The memory of the look on Jonathan’s face the night he had come home from College Station still haunted me, and a part of me wanted very much to have him look at me that way again. More, I wanted him to do something about it. I had secretly wanted him to do something for weeks, no matter how much I denied it to myself, and the more time I spent around him the worse it got.

How do you tell your best friend’s father that you’ll do anything, be anything he ever dreamed of in a woman, if for one moment he’ll just stop seeing you as a child?

I stared doubtfully at my reflection. Could I do it? Could I make him look at me that way again? That last time I had been half-naked when he saw me, and my body certainly no longer resembled the little girl I had been. Was that the key? Dress so that he couldn’t pretend, couldn’t help but acknowledge that I had become a woman? I began tearing frantically through my closet, refusing to consider the ramifications if I happened to succeed.

“Molly! Five minutes!”

The lavender sundress set off the cornflower blue of my eyes to perfection. It also hit me mid-thigh and revealed lots and lots of tanned skin. If he was going to notice me in anything, that dress ought to do the trick. Since Jonathan was tall I opted for a pair of silvery high heels that made my legs look longer, and matched them with some chunky enameled bracelets. All I had left to do was figure out what to do with my hair.

Five minutes wasn’t time for anything fancy. I almost went with a ponytail, but I was afraid it would make me look about fifteen and looking younger was the absolute last thing I wanted. Despite summer’s lingering heat I decided to wear it down and quickly brushed it out until the dark golden strands rippled in gleaming waves with the edges curling up along my collarbones.

“Mol-ly!”

I grabbed my purse and started to dash out, then remembered I was wearing heels. Dashing down the stairs in those would likely end with a trip to the emergency room rather than a restaurant, so I held myself back to a sedate walk and glided down instead of sprinting. I spotted Jonathan looking up impatiently—would he notice me? Really notice?

He had enough control of himself that I almost didn’t catch it, but his eyes gave him away. His gaze started at my toes and swept up and I saw his eyes widen, glimpsed the sudden heat of predatory desire flash across his face. It vanished almost as quickly as I caught it, but it was there. It was definitely there. If I’d had the slightest bit of sense I would have been terrified, but instead I felt ten feet tall and ready to take on the world. I gave him a sassy smile as I stepped off the stairs and looked him straight in the eyes.

“Sorry to keep you waiting.”

For an instant he didn’t react, but then he gave me a slow, deliberately wicked grin that made every nerve in my body quiver at attention. “Anything worth having is worth waiting for.”

Oh my god. He was flirting! And I didn’t want him to stop. “Hm. Maybe I should have kept you waiting a little longer, then.”

“Not unless you wanted me to carry you downstairs over my shoulder.”

“That sounds kind of dangerous.” Though not nearly as dangerous as the mental image of him carrying me over his shoulder to his bedroom. I suddenly felt like a mouse trapped by a very hungry cat, and somehow I knew that if he had come upstairs after me that was exactly how it would have played out. I shivered a little, even though it wasn’t at all cold.

“Very dangerous for both of us, so just as well you came down when you did. Shall we go?”

I watched him under the cover of my eyelashes as he drove us to the restaurant. In that fitted blue and gray check shirt with the collar open and a pair of navy trousers I figured women would be swooning the instant he walked in the door. Heck, I wasn’t sure I’d make it that long—my heart was already going pitter-pat before we even left the driveway, and every time those dark eyes glanced in my direction the heat puddling in my center threatened to leak out onto my panties. How could Jonathan get me hotter with just a look than any other guy had ever managed using his whole body?

“Wait,” Jonathan ordered as he pulled into the parking lot and turned off the engine, and to my surprise he came around and opened the car door for me.

When I stepped out he cupped my elbow with his fingers and guided me inside. I don’t think he even realized he was doing it, but my entire arm tingled from the feathery touch of his hand on my skin and I wasn’t sure whether I should melt in ecstasy or have a panic attack. He already had a table waiting for us though, so as he pulled out a chair for me I figured I’d be polite and save the panic attack for later.

“You’re going to spoil me for other men,” I teased as I scooted up to the table.

His lips twitched. “You ought to have higher standards. Much higher standards.”

“As if.”

“We’ll just have to agree to disagree about that.”

I buried my gaze in the menu, unable to bear the focus of those intense eyes on me any longer. “Brynn seems to be doing well,” I said, trying to change the subject to something safer so I could get my composure back.

We chatted about her while the waiter brought us drinks and appetizers.

“She really does like College Station,” Jonathan noted. “I’m surprised you aren’t following after her.”

“Oh, no. That’s not for me.”

“No? I thought everyone was dying to get out of here as soon as they graduated and head off for the big city and better things.”

I shook my head. “Not me. I’m happy here. I’ve been to cities and I hate the noise and the crowds and the bustle. This is where I fit.”

He blinked at me in bemusement. “Really?”

“Brynn was always the one with big dreams, too big for this place to hold her. You know how she was. Well, when she was pretending to be an astronaut or rock star I was playing at keeping house and taking care of babies, and after a while I realized that my dream was to be a teacher and a mom.” I gave a deprecating laugh. “I’m afraid I’m not very exciting.”

“Where would we be without teachers? Or mothers?” He ran a finger along the moisture condensed along the side of his glass before looking back at me with frank curiosity. “Do you ever worry that you’ll feel like you missed out later? Regret not going out to experience the world and have adventures before you settle down?”

I shrugged. “I never felt like anything was missing from here. I’ll get my degree and then teach kids at the same school where I went when I was little. Somewhere along the way I’ll probably get married and have a home and kids of my own.” I did have one other dream, one that I had never even told Brynn. Something made me want to tell him, though. “Someday,” I murmured, “I’d like to try writing a children’s book, just to see if I can.” I regretted saying it instantly. He was a doctor and his daughter was going to be a vet, and suddenly my ambition sounded incredibly trivial. He probably thought I was a total loser. I sighed and looked down at my glass. “I guess all that seems pretty silly, huh?”

“It doesn’t seem silly at all, Molly. I think it’s a dream that suits you.”

His hand rested on mine for an instant, his palm burning against my skin, and I didn’t dare look up at him. “It’s all silly. I’ll probably end up an old-maid schoolmarm who dresses her cats up in ridiculous costumes and goes her whole life without ever doing a single thing that anyone would consider remotely interesting.”

His deep burst of laughter startled me into glancing up at him. “That will be the day.”

“What?”

“You an old maid? No way. Some guy is going to come along before you know it and…” He laughed again, more gently. “Women as beautiful as you don’t end up as old maids, Molly.”

I blinked. Beautiful? He thought I was beautiful? And that’s when I saw that look again, the one I had been slowly dying inside to see—a whole life’s worth of wanting compressed into one single instant. He did want me, wanted me every bit as badly as I wanted him, and was fighting it every step of the way. I desperately hoped he’d lose, even while the thought scared me half to death.

Heart fluttering, I gulped down a big swallow of my tea. “What about you? Do you have any dreams?”

Jonathan shook his head with a mocking little smile, his eyes gone gray and hooded. “I’m too old for dreams.”

But that look I had seen in his eyes told me he was a liar.

After that he resumed his teasing until the mood lightened again and we both relaxed, and with an effort he almost managed to conceal the desire simmering in his eyes. It lurked just beneath the surface though, an undercurrent that tinged all of our banter with a charge of sexual danger that made my blood sing.

As I had told Jonathan, I had never been given to extravagant dreams or particularly longed for excitement. What I most wanted was the sense of knowing that I was where I belonged, of being home. Brynn always laughed and told me I was solid and down to earth, the most eminently practical person she knew, but for the first time in my life I had a craving for something more, something dangerous and exciting.

Jonathan was my adventure. This man of depth and experience I couldn’t begin to fathom drew me to him, fascinated me the way flames would a small child. And I was just as likely to be burned; he could consume me without thought, probably without realizing what he had done, and leave my heart a lump of ashes to be scattered by the wind. I really didn’t care about after, though, if only he would hold me in his arms just once while he looked at me with that intense desire burning in his eyes. If he would, I’d carry that memory with me all my days because there could never be a man who wanted me more than that.

“So,” Jonathan said as we strolled back to his car after dinner. “How about a movie?”

I could put off saying goodnight to him, avoid bringing the evening to an end for another couple of hours. “Careful,” I warned him. “You’ll have everyone thinking this is a date.”

“I don’t care what everyone else thinks,” he muttered, but when he opened the car door for me there was hardly any green left in his eyes. There was only gray, stormy with everything he was holding inside.

 So we went to a movie, and for ninety-seven minutes I endured the sweet torture of sitting right next to him him, scant inches separating us. Heat from his body lapped against my skin, his spicy cologne an erotic caress that whispered to my body of desperate longings. I sat there, every sense heightened, aware of every tiny movement, every single breath of the man beside me, and knew that if I shifted my arm just slightly my bare skin would touch his hand on his armrest. I didn’t dare move, just the knowing was enough, but it kept me on edge through the whole film so that by the time the final credits rolled my nerves were ragged as broken glass.

On the car ride home both of us sat quiet, alone in our thoughts. My mind raced with possibilities, but grudgingly I dismissed them all. In the end I had to admit that what I wanted could never work and was only going to end up with someone—most likely me—hurt. And so we sat with the silence piling up between us until it threatened to overwhelm us in an avalanche of unspoken words.

There was a cautious dance into the house, neither of us daring to get too close, but both of us clinging to the intimacy we had shared during the evening. We both felt it, both wanted it, but wary of the dangers it held we circled one another at a prudent distance. I was never sure which of us broke that fragile truce, but it didn’t matter. It was only ever a matter of time before one of us crossed the line.

Whoever started it, I found myself in Jonathan’s arms pressed up against the wall of the foyer with his lips a tantalizing breath from my own, looking up into eyes which burned with a hopeless passion. My heart broke for him; he so desperately wanted to do the right thing, but he wanted me just as desperately and the choice was eating him alive.

Velvet lips whispered against mine and I held utterly still, quivering, waiting for him. He dipped again, a question, answered when I didn’t pull away from his touch. It simply wasn’t in him to hesitate past that. Ardent lips roved across my mouth, tasting, exploring. Raw passion swept me up, a summer’s wildfire that blazed through me, carried me along with him. This—this was what I had wanted, had dreamed of, and Jonathan gave it without any understanding of what it meant to me, without knowing that I had come to want this moment more than anything else in my life. 

Without hesitation I surrendered to him, opened my lips and met his tongue with shy eagerness. Nothing held back, I responded to him on instinct alone, his for the wanting and he knew it, felt it in my kiss. He had only to take my hand and pull me upstairs. Bright moments passed as he took his time to savor, patiently learning each part of me with a calm thoroughness that suggested we had all the time there was. And just then perhaps we did—for that brief interlude there was no one else but us in the whole world.

An eternity later his lips pulled away and he gazed unseeing down into my eyes. “Molly,” he sighed, and I pulled myself closer in his arms and buried my face against his chest. It was all about to end and I wanted to cling to our stolen moment for a while longer. However long I might.

“You’re so sweet and so very beautiful and god how I wish…” He trailed off, but I knew what he wished. I wished the same thing, but we both knew it wouldn’t work. Fingertips brushed my jaw, lifted my chin so he could look into my eyes again. “You make me feel fifteen and in love for the very first time again,” he told me, his voice gravelly with emotion, “and I’d forgotten how much that hurts. It tears my heart out to look at you every single day and know that I can’t have you. But thank you for it. I never believed I’d get to feel anything like that ever again.”

“You can have me tonight,” I whispered. Please.

“It could never be just one night with you. Once I had a taste do you think I could ever give you up? That wouldn’t be fair to you; I’m too old, for one thing. And for another there’s Brynn.”

“You’re not old.”

“Then you’re too young. However you want to look at it. And either way there’s still Brynn to consider.”

“I know.”

“Don’t think for so much as a heartbeat that this is easy. I’d rather have to go through med school all over again than look into your eyes and let you go. So this can’t happen again—I don’t think I’m strong enough to make myself stop a second time.”

I sighed. “It was so wonderful while it lasted, though.”

“It was.” His arms loosened, fell to his sides. “Goodnight, Molly.”

Even though he was just down the hall, mere seconds away if I decided to walk down and tap on his door, I had never felt more utterly alone than that night while I stared up at the ceiling and prayed for sleep to release me from the memory of him still burning on my lips.

Oddly enough, despite the kiss and the intimacy of that night afterwards things went mostly back to normal and we settled down into a comfortable routine. Neither of us brought it up, and we both kept a rein on our passions—or at least we tried to. Still, sometimes a look would slip through, or maybe we’d touch without intending it, and for a moment it would all come crashing back at once to batter at our carefully erected defenses like a hurricane slamming against the shore. But we both knew better; no one would understand, especially not Brynn.

After a couple of weeks my load at school eased up and I went back to doing the grocery shopping and cooking. I was just as glad of it. As wonderful as Jonathan was in most ways he had a tendency to miss things on the shopping lists and while he wasn’t a bad cook his range was pretty limited. Was it weird that I found him even more attractive because he wasn’t quite so utterly perfect after all? Maybe it made him feel more accessible, that he was a real person instead of just a dream of the perfect guy I had created in my head or something.

It was almost November when I realized he had changed. He was coming in earlier, leaving work on time more often and heading home rather than hanging out with his friends afterwards. Without consciously planning it we had started to spend more time together. Two or three nights a week now we watched movies in the den, and we had taken a few long drives through the country to enjoy the cooler weather and the leaves turning fall colors. All of it had happened gradually, without any intent or planning, and we had become so comfortable together that it scared me. It would have been so easy to just let go and allow myself to fall head over heels for Jonathan, and I knew that if I really pushed him he wouldn’t be able to resist. He’d kissed me once and he’d never make the first move again, but if I did… I had to be strong for both of us.

Of course that was a lot easier said than done.

One Friday evening the first norther of the season blew through to howl around the eaves all night and wail and moan through little cracks around my window. Next morning despite a new chill in the air the sun hung bright and cheerful in a perfect cerulean sky. It was going to be a gorgeous day, and I felt a lightness in my heart as I sat and sipped my coffee in the sun-soaked breakfast nook.

“Hey.”

Despite the cool outside Jonathan’s skin gleamed with a sheen of sweat from his run. I tried not to notice, but that body of his looked more scrumptious than ever and just the sight of him made me ache. And his smile… I had been living with the man for weeks, picked up his dirty socks when he forgot them in the den and grumbled every time he went off and left the lights on. Shouldn’t I have been over getting butterflies from his smile by now? But it felt really good and I didn’t mind.

“Hi.” I hid my answering smile in my coffee mug and dropped my eyes.

“You up for helping me out this morning?”

I looked up in surprise. “Sure. What do you need?”

“The storm blew some of the shingles off the barn, and I could use a hand getting that fixed.”

“Okay. I’ll go find some work clothes.”

“I’ll meet you at the barn, then.”

When I got outside Jonathan already had an extension ladder propped against the side of the barn and he was bringing out the things he needed—shingles, a big bucket of tar, a long rope, and a pail with some tools and a bag of roofing nails.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m going up on the roof with the rope. I’ll lower the end, and then you tie this stuff to it and I’ll pull it up.”

In a few minutes he had everything he needed and I was left standing below, squinting and shielding my eyes from the bright morning sunlight as I tried to watch him. After a while I started to get a kink in my neck so I found a sunny spot that was nice and warm and stretched out in the grass. I closed my eyes for a while and soaked in the bright rays until I found myself getting drowsy. That was no good; I’d end up falling asleep just when Jonathan needed something, so I sat up and tried to shake the cobwebs from my brain.

When I looked back up on the roof my jaw dropped. Jonathan had pulled off his shirt and the bronze skin of his chest glowed in a halo of sunlight. The brown leather tool belt slung rakishly around his waist drew my attention lower. It only took a couple of seconds of that before I needed another norther to blow through to cool me down again. Why did the man have to be so damned gorgeous? It just wasn’t fair. Not that I was about to look away.

Over the next hour I fetched him some more shingles and nails, then helped him while he lowered everything off the roof. And I did my best not to stare too hard at the way his faded work jeans clung to his tight, athletic butt as he climbed down the ladder. Not saying I succeeded, but I did try. We stood admiring his handiwork for a while before we headed back to the house. Maybe it was the crisp morning air, or maybe it was my hormones going all loopy from watching a hot, shirtless man wearing a tool belt for the last hour, but without thinking about it my mouth threw out a question that I had been wondering about forever.

“Why did you keep this place after your wife died?”

Jonathan cocked his head and gave me an odd look, and I covered my mouth with my hands, eyes wide at my own daring. Unbelievable. What the heck had gotten into me? That was none of my business and since Jonathan never talked about her it had to be painful for him. I’d gone and put my foot in it now. But he didn’t seem upset or anything. He just gave the house a long look and then turned wistful green eyes back to me.

“She wanted to have a pack of kids, and had all these ideas about what she wanted to redecorate and change up. I guess I kept it because this was where all of my dreams were.”

Our eyes met and the air fairly crackled between us. There should have been a flash of bright sparks or something. Are, I wanted to tell him. Present tense. It’s where your dreams are. But of course I didn’t say anything, and we went back to the house in silence.

The next morning Jonathan didn’t go for his run. When I sat down for my coffee he blew through the kitchen with his golf clubs, looking more than a little harried. I stopped him, straightened his collar, and pushed a coffee mug into his free hand.

“Thanks.”

“What are you doing? You hate golf.”

His face twisted into a grimace. “Yes, but my friends insist I play with them every other month or so to maintain the doctor stereotype. Otherwise the nurses start getting restless.”

I laughed. “Well we wouldn’t want that. Have fun.”

He disappeared into the garage and I heard his trunk slam. A few seconds later he swept back into the kitchen looking even more vexed.

“Sweetheart, have you seen my sunglasses?”

“You left them on the table by your recliner in the den.”

“Thanks,” he said, and bent to give me a swift peck on the lips. “You’re a life saver.”

He managed to make it three steps towards the den before he realized what had just happened and stopped short. Slowly he turned around to face me again, eyes stormy gray and wide in shock. We stared at one another while my heart tried to beat its way through my chest, and I couldn’t make my voice work.

“Jonathan?” My mouth moved but no sound came out.

Before I had time to react he had pulled me up into his arms and his lips ravaged mine while his hands slid beneath my cotton pajamas in search of my bare skin. There was no restraint this time—we both knew from the moment our lips touched that there would be no turning back from this. I welcomed him in, eagerly dancing against his tongue, shared a whimper of mixed relief and urgency. One hand found the small of my back and splayed there to draw me more tightly against his body while the other caught the back of my neck, fingers sliding into my morning-wild hair, holding me as though he was afraid I might disappear or something. Blood sizzled through my veins as my body came almost instantly alive to him and I moaned again, my nipples hardening against his chest, breasts suddenly hot and tender. Where his hand touched my back fire radiated out along my skin to flicker along nerves gone mad with sensation until I blazed from head to toe with the desire Jonathan unleashed.

With a growl he pulled his mouth from mine, eyes wild and dark as he swept my t-shirt over my head to bare my impatient breasts. I cried out as that wet need suckled my nipple and ragged bolts of pleasure seared down through my trembling sex. A gnawing ache in my clit jolted my loins and my pussy throbbed hard. I was suddenly desperate to have him inside of my body, craved him with a need greater than my need to take my next breath.

My body shook as I fought free of his mouth, grabbed his shirt and began tugging at it. I wanted his skin touching mine, wanted his heat wrapped around me and buried within me all at once. He had to help, but his shirt flew off somewhere and our hands went wild exploring all of this new bare flesh. Again his mouth crashed down on mine and he held me so close I could hardly breathe. I didn’t care—I didn’t need to breathe, I just needed him. From the way his velvet tongue claimed me, greedily, taking possession of every part of my mouth, I knew Jonathan must want me just as badly.

His hands curled around me and ran high up my sides, fingers tantalizing against the sides of my breasts, and I wrapped my arms around his neck to get them out of his way. Slowly he dragged his fingers down my sides and I shuddered at the delicious tickles which ran along my ribs. There was something about his hands, his touch—it was as though I had never been touched in my life until he did it. He brought every nerve to life at once and each one quivered expectantly awaiting him.

Those strong fingers pushed aside the waistband of my pajama bottoms, lingered on my tingling skin for a few rapturous moments before he began to peel the thin cotton over my hips. My breath was ragged when his mouth released mine, and I was so overcome that I would have staggered back if he hadn’t caught me. I had had sex before, had even enjoyed it, but nothing in my previous experience had prepared me to be overwhelmed like this. While Jonathan bent to get rid of my bottoms and panties I held onto his broad shoulders and fought to clear my head. I shouldn’t have bothered. As soon as his breath whispered hot across my mound and thighs and I melted all over again.

Fingers teased and he brushed a kiss against that yearning skin. I wanted to scream from the need which tore through me, but as his tongue swept warm velvet across me I could only moan.

“No, Jonathan. Please, no,” I whimpered.

Oh, I wanted it, wanted his mouth to devour my sex the way he had my mouth, to lick me until I died of bliss. And soon I would, but at that moment I needed more than anything to have him inside of me. His reluctance lasted until my fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans and then he was eager again, helping me tear the tight denim down his legs and stepping out of it so there was nothing between us at all now except for his flimsy, gray briefs.

This time I wouldn’t let him help, pushed his hands away as they moved to the waistband, and slid the fingers of both my hands along his eager steel. I could barely catch my breath, could barely think as I slowly pulled away the flimsy fabric to reveal his straining manhood and took it in my hands. It twitched hard in my grip and Jonathan uttered a whisper of a moan, a look of pure agony on his face as he fought to hold himself back.

“Now,” I told him. “I need you.”

Powerful arms lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck, then let myself slip down so his head pushed straight into the waiting liquid heat of my tunnel. By the time I had claimed him completely Jonathan had me pinned against the wall, his breath burning against my neck as he moved his arms to support my weight.

“So perfect,” he breathed. “So fucking beautiful. My Molly.”

Oh, yes. I was his. All of me. Always.

Need possessed us both, and with the wall to hold us up we slid against each other, pounded our bodies together as our mouths clashed in a frenzy of tongues and mixed breaths. His cock drove into me, filled me, an incandescent spike hammering sweet ecstasy into me with every stroke. I tore away from his mouth, sucking in air so I could cry out as pure feeling took me over, softly at first but building and building until the wave crested within me and burst into a million shimmering droplets.

While my body shuddered against his Jonathan found his own release with a hoarse moan. His head flung back and he shoved me hard against the wall while he emptied himself inside me, squeezing me until I couldn’t breathe.

When I came to myself my face was buried against his neck while I sucked down air in short, shallow breaths and tears streamed down my cheeks. I don’t know why but I was suddenly terrified, and I tightened my grip on Jonathan until he grunted. He just held me, held me and petted me until my silent sobs subsided and I could feel his muscles quivering with strain. I relaxed my hold and he gently lifted me up off of his softening manhood then shifted me so that I was cradled in his arms.

“Oh, Molly,” he said when he saw my face. He swiped gently at a tear with his thumb.  “Sweetheart, what’s wrong?”

“I just don’t want this to be it. I don’t want this to be all there ever is.”

“No.” His voice was low and his face grew determined. “I won’t let you go now. I can’t.”

Except he sort of had to so we could go up to his room, because the stairs were too narrow for him to carry me unless he slung me over his shoulder. Not that it would have bothered me—I just didn’t want to tire him out before we even got to his bed. He never did make it to his golf game.

After that I kept my own room but slept in Jonathan’s bed. He snored a little on the nights when he was overly tired, but I didn’t mind. I’d wake up in the night snugly wrapped in the heat of his body and stare into the darkness while listening to that soft noise and a sense of deep peace would settle into my soul. There was no doubt in my mind that I was right where I belonged, and other than not having Brynn around I figured my life was pretty close to perfect. I tried not to think too much—I didn’t want to dwell on the future and where this thing between us was headed. Eventually we’d have to deal with all of the complicated parts, but just then it was all new and shiny and I wanted to enjoy every second of it as much as possible.

A group of doctors at the hospital traded off hosting a Halloween party every year for the staff, and this year it was Jonathan’s turn. Naturally. I offered to disappear for the night so he wouldn’t have to make any awkward explanations, but he wouldn’t hear of it. Instead he took us costume shopping and decked me out as a vampire girl. Vamp was absolutely right, at least—the costume hugged my body as though it had been sewn on and showed more leg and cleavage than anything in my closet, and from the look in Jonathan’s eyes when I tried it on I had a strong suspicion that I’d end up wearing it lots more nights than just Halloween. He made a pretty sexy mad doctor in an old-style button down lab coat, black rubber gloves, and a wild, white-haired wig that looked like Albert Einstein having a very bad hair day. I was certainly more than willing to let him do some experimenting on me after he peeled me out of my vampire outfit.

Halloween night I was so nervous I thought I was going to hurl. I had never spent any time around Jonathan’s friends and co-workers and I had no real idea what to expect, but I knew better than to believe that many of them were going to be thrilled with him sleeping with a girl his daughter’s age. Unless my back was against the wall I just wouldn’t explain our relationship; throwing it in their faces would only make problems for him at work and possibly even harm his medical reputation. At least that was what I told myself. In the back of my mind I was secretly afraid that they would all think the poor little girl who couldn’t even go away to college and whose mother was a gold-digging slut wasn’t good enough for Dr. Jonathan Sanders. Just like her mother.

Plastering on a bright smile I made the rounds through the packed house playing hostess, first with hors d’oeuvres trays and then topping off everyone’s drinks. As I moved around I tried to keep an unobtrusive eye on Jonathan. I was curious to see how he acted around these people since this was a facet of his life that I hadn’t had any part of yet. The fact that a number of them were hot, sexy nurses wearing costumes every bit as revealing as my own had nothing to do with it. Not. One. Thing.

It didn’t take me long to figure out that I had nothing to worry about, though. Every time I looked at him I found him looking back at me—he really didn’t seem to have eyes for anyone else—and I could feel the hunger in his gaze burning from across the room. That naked desire left me tingling from head to toe and inside I trembled with an achy wanting of my own. I was so going to pounce on him when the party ended.

Gradually I relaxed and even began to enjoy myself. The people I chatted with seemed nice enough, and I got in a little friendly small talk as I roamed around making sure everyone else was having a good time. I had just handed a glass of wine to a man dressed in solid black—leather boots, black silk cape, and wide-brimmed hat—when I noticed two older men approach Jonathan. He stiffened up just a little and I figured they were probably higher-ups from the hospital. Distracted, I missed the first words that the man I had given the drink said to me.

“I’m sorry?”

“I said that’s a really nice costume.”

“Oh.” I turned to face him and myself looking at a man with sandy blond hair and bright green eyes. He was cute—very cute—and much closer to my age than to Jonathan’s, and from the gleam in his eyes he was interested in a lot more than my costume. I decided to shoot him down fast and get it over with.

“And what are you supposed to be?” I asked coolly, taking in his black on black on black attire. “An emo pirate?”

A playful grin crept across his face. “I’m a vampire hunter. And I think I’ve found just what I was hunting for.”

I cocked my head. “Seriously? How many times have you used that line tonight?”

“Not more than five or six,” he replied, his grin never wavering. “I figure it’s bound to work eventually.”

Cute as he was, he was probably right. But he was barking up the wrong tree with me. “Well, good luck with that.”

Before I could turn away he stuck out a gloved hand. “Daniel Phillips.”

I should have known he wouldn’t give up that easily. I sighed and took his hand. “Molly Patterson.”

“Nice to meet you, Molly. How come I’ve never run into you before?”

“I guess I’m just not that lucky.”

Daniel snorted a laugh. “Not going to give me an inch, are you?”

“Nope. Sorry.”

“Somehow I don’t believe you are.”

I shook my head. “Not even a little bit.”

“I’m really surprised I haven’t met you before, though. Are you new here?”

“You could say that.”

“Hm. And what department do you work in? Maybe I can come by and take you for coffee sometime.”

“I don’t think that would be a very good idea.”

“Why not?” He grinned again. “Don’t think I can sweet-talk your supervisor into giving you a few minutes off for a cup of coffee?”

I caught Jonathan watching us from across the room and my heart gave a twinge. I needed to end this now. Daniel was cute, close to my own age, and seemed like a nice enough guy if a bit overconfident—and I didn’t feel even the tiniest spark of interest towards him. I certainly didn’t want Jonathan thinking he had any reason to be jealous.

“I don’t work at the hospital, and I need to go.”

“You don’t…” He trailed off in confusion. “But then why are you helping out Dr. Sanders with the party?”

The conversation had gone right where I’d hoped it wouldn’t. “Daniel, you really need to go find another vampire to hunt before you get yourself in over your head.”

Light dawned in his eyes. “You’re his daughter?” He laughed. “Is that what you’re worried about? No problem. I’m an expert at charming over-protective fathers.”

Oh, heck. I knew it had been too good to last. I sighed and met his eyes head on. “How are you at charming over-protective boyfriends?”

That took him back. “Boyfriend?”

“Yes.”

He stared at me, eyes round in disbelief, then gave a chuckle tinged with awe. “Wow. Way to go, Dr. Sanders.” A second later Daniel’s grin was replaced by a stricken look and he actually blushed. “Oh, crap. I’m sorry, Molly. I didn’t mean it that way.”

“Oh, yes you did.”

“Don’t be mad. I just meant he’s a really lucky guy.”

He did look genuinely sorry, so I took pity on him and patted his hand. “It’s okay. Don’t worry about it. But now would be a great time to go hit on the pretty brunette over there in the cape, if you get my drift.”

Green eyes flickered over towards Jonathan, who was watching us both with the measuring gaze of a tiger about to leap, and Daniel wilted so badly I thought he was going to shrink right down into his boots. “Gotcha. I’m just going to mosey that way, now. It really was nice to meet you, though, Molly.”

“You, too.”

I let out the breath I had been holding as he walked away and took a cautious look around. No one else had been close enough to overhear, and I hoped that Daniel wouldn’t spread my words around. To my surprise admitting that I was Jonathan’s girlfriend had been a lot easier than I had imagined, but I still wasn’t mentally prepared for it to be public knowledge. I just wasn’t ready for all the whispered gossip that I knew would inevitably follow. I gave one last look at Daniel’s retreating back and sighed again. Life would have been so much simpler if only Jonathan was his age.

I felt guilty the moment I thought it. Jonathan was perfect the way he was, and I didn’t want to change a thing about him. I’d deal with him being older, with people talking about us—about me—for the rest of my life if it meant that I got to spend it with him. As that thought sank in I froze and the party faded out around me.

The rest of my life? Oh, heck. That cinched it. I really had gone and fallen in love with the guy. Suddenly I felt an overwhelming urge to be near him, to feel his presence nearby even if I couldn’t have his arms around me, so despite my wariness of his two older companions I walked over and stood beside him with my drink tray.

“Can I get anyone a refill?”

Jonathan smiled and put a hand on my shoulder. “Guys, I’d like you to meet Molly. Molly, this is Dr. Rivera, our chief surgeon, and this is Dr. Vaughn, one of our anesthesiologists. As you can imagine he’s one of the most popular people in our hospital.”

Dr. Rivera, a grandfatherly-looking man with silvery gray hair, beamed at me. “So this is your daughter, Jonathan? I haven’t seen her since she was waist high. She’s certainly grown up into a beautiful young lady.”

A slow flush crept up my neck until I could feel my face glowing beet red.

Jonathan cleared his throat. “Molly’s not my daughter. She’s my—”

Daughter’s best friend? Roommate? Boarder? 

“—girlfriend, Dr. Rivera.”

His hand moved from my shoulder to curl around my waist and I thought my heart was going to explode. I don’t know why but I didn’t expect him to admit it. I guess I thought somehow that he might be ashamed of me. I was just a smidge insecure about him being older, hotter, smarter, more sophisticated, more experienced at everything, and so on down a fairly lengthy list of my personal little self-doubts. Maybe it was silly, but that’s how I felt. When he claimed me as his girlfriend that way, though, it went a long way towards dispelling my doubts and replaced the heat of my blush with a warm, tingly glow.

Dr. Rivera blinked slowly, his gaze shifting from Jonathan to me and back to Jonathan again. “Really, Jonathan,” he sputtered, “this is just—“

“Wonderful,” Dr. Vaughn interjected smoothly. He smiled and winked at me out of view of Dr. Rivera. “We’ve been hoping for years that Jonathan would find someone who suited him, and it’s obvious from the way he looks at you that he finally has.”

Jonathan’s arm tightened around me in a comforting squeeze. “He most certainly has,” he agreed.

Before the conversation could go any further we were interrupted by Daniel the vampire hunter. “They’re ready for you to start judging the costume contest,” he announced, trying hard not to look at me.

Jonathan gave me another possessive squeeze then followed after Daniel and Dr. Rivera towards the den. Dr. Vaughn held back a moment, though, his pale blue eyes scrutinizing me closely. After a moment a faint smile touched his lips and he gave me a curt nod of approval.

“Take good care of him for us, Molly,” he said quietly. “He’s been very lonely for a very long time, but we noticed the difference in him the last couple of months at the hospital. You’re good for him; he’ll be good for you, too, if you let him.”

He walked away before I could do more than give him a nod in return. I just hoped he was right. I wanted to be good for Jonathan, but it was so hard for me to be sure I wasn’t doing him more harm than good in the long run. Hearing it from one of his friends gave me hope that I was doing the right thing.

A dazzling platinum blonde in a schoolgirl outfit walked off with first prize in the costume contest and with Daniel. Just as I was congratulating myself on dodging that bullet I heard someone mention Jonathan—Dr. Sanders. When I turned I saw two couples watching me with undisguised contempt as they whispered among themselves and laughed, and I knew exactly what they were saying without having to hear it. Gold digging little whore just like her mother. Only this time, after what Dr. Vaughn said, it made me angry instead of upset.

That anger was what finally freed me of my doubts. I wasn’t going to let a bunch of people who didn’t even know me dictate my life or threaten whatever chance at happiness Jonathan and I had together. Neither of us had intended for this to happen, but since it had we would have to be crazy to throw it away over something so stupid. Let them talk. We were the only ones who mattered—the two of us and Brynn.

I had the worst of the mess cleaned up by the time Jonathan saw out the last of the guests and was stacking dishes in the kitchen sink when he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist.

“Leave it,” he murmured, lips a sultry caress against my neck. “We’ll finish it in the morning.”

I turned within his grasp, looked up into the complex swirl of his unreadable sea-gray eyes. There was something in the set of his mouth—regret, sorrow, I wasn’t sure. I knew he needed something, but I wasn’t sure what so I lifted up and pressed a kiss against the corner of his mouth.

“I…” he began, then shook his head. “I’m sorry you had to hear any of that tonight. You shouldn’t take it personally. I’ll be having a few words with some people next week.”

“No. Just leave it alone. People are going to gossip, and I don’t care what they think. I only care about what you think, what you want.”

He sighed, and for a moment I thought he was going to argue, but then he loosened his grip so his hands slid down from my waist to twine his fingers with mine. Brushing a light kiss against the knuckles of each hand he tugged me away from the sink.

“I’ve been dying to get you out of that costume for hours.”

I giggled. “I think you may have to cut it off.”

He pulled me towards the stairs. “I’ll gnaw through it with my teeth if I have to.”

The only light in the bedroom we shared was from a dim sliver of moon peeking through a hazy shroud of gray clouds, and in the darkness it took a bit of fumbling by both of us before we managed to peel my skintight costume off. Jonathan flung his Einstein wig onto his dresser and I hurriedly unbuttoned his lab coat. It rustled to the floor to cover my toes as my hands slid beneath his t-shirt, eager for the touch of his skin, my palms lingering over his smooth, toned muscle. With his help I pulled the shirt over his head and went to work on his trousers, which soon joined his lab coat on the floor.

Before I could finish undressing him Jonathan scooped me up and laid me gently down on our bed. His face was hidden by the darkness, but I could feel his eyes roaming across the silver-limned outline of my body.

“Jonathan?”

“You’re so beautiful,” he told me in a voice tinged with wonder. “How did I get so lucky?”

“Come to bed.”

In a moment he had shed the rest of his clothing and slipped in beside me, the heat of his body familiar and comforting next to mine. Fingertips traced the curve of my cheek, turned my face towards his mouth. As his lips took mine desire erupted through me like a volcano of need, no longer the shock it had been the first time but every bit as compelling. Feeling my response he slanted his mouth to explore me more deeply, his tongue bent on discovering everything, experiencing every part of me. While my body heated, I kissed Jonathan back with a confidence I hadn’t possessed before him and twined my fingers through his soft, ebony hair.

As I shifted beside him the comforter grazed the stiff pebbles of my nipples and I moaned into him at the shock of the electricity surging into my heated breasts and shooting down into my core. I was already liquid inside from the heat building in my depths, my entrance moist and ready, and I ached with the need to have something inside me. I never understood how he was able to bring me to life so quickly every time. Before it had always taken far longer and a lot of work, but for Jonathan it was effortless—a single kiss could have me wet and throbbing for him. Like now.

My skin was tight and prickly, buzzing under his palms as his hands drifted over my body in a slow, sinuous dance meant to inflame me further. His thumb found a nipple, glided around the taut flesh in lazy swirls that left me burning. Fingers from his other hand teased against the narrow strip of dark golden curls on my mound, not quite reaching down to my clit. He loved to tease, and my hips rocked forward in an involuntary motion to rub against him but he danced away, fingertips trailing fire across the tensed muscles of my stomach. I moaned against his mouth again and he sucked playfully on my tongue before nipping at my lower lip with his teeth.

My back arched when he squeezed my nipple and my mouth broke free so I could gasp down a gulp of cool air. Eyes mysterious in the darkness studied me while he twisted a long strand of my hair around one finger.

“The things you do to me,” he said. “You make me burn like a horny teenager.”

I took a deep breath. My nerves were on edge and I wanted so badly to roll on top of him and take him within me, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to know.

“Do you love me?”

His eyes never left mine. “Yes, Molly. I love you.”

He meant it, too. Oh my god. Joy and terror battled for my heart. Everything I had hoped for had just been laid at my feet, but it was so damned scary not knowing where to go next. I wanted him to be my future, but I didn’t even know what that meant, yet. I trembled as fresh doubts rose in a rushing tide.

“Jonathan,” I whispered, a desperate plea.

He gathered me against him, the grip of his strong arms leaving me feeling fragile and small, and he kissed me again, more slowly this time but without giving up any of the passion we had shared earlier.

“Let me show you,” he murmured against my lips.

Jonathan slid down my body and I shivered in anticipation. I made him burn? Just the thought of his mouth on my sex set me on fire, and every breath that tickled against my skin as he kissed and licked his way down my stomach had me squirming with eagerness. He knew how to draw it out so that by the time his tongue finally slid against the swollen pearl between my legs I was already halfway to orgasm.

He teased me at first with short, faint brushes against that aching, pink skin that burst in brief flares of pleasure then faded quickly—too quickly—back into aching need. I whimpered, begged, but it wasn’t until my fingers dug into the silken mass of his hair to draw him closer that he surrendered and gave me what I wanted. The slick tip of his tongue circled me again and again until my hips lifted from the bed and hot juices drenched the whole length of my tunnel.

I moaned as the warm blanket of his tongue abandoned my clit to plunge into my sopping hole, thrusting as deeply into me as he could manage, twisting and probing against my slick walls. With every lunge my hips rocked to meet him and the thick, bubbling pleasure which swelled low in my belly boiled hotter. Jonathan’s greedy tongue lapped against my lips, flickered along skin flushed and tingling with anxious heat, until he had tasted every part of me bared to his touch. When he had finally sated himself with my juices the smooth tip of his tongue swept back along to the knotted need at my root, lifting it so that he could suck it between his lips.

All the air exploded from my lungs in a ragged cry while unbearable pleasure speared straight down into my center until my clit seemed to ring like a bell, throbbing in a tense, desperate rhythm. Perhaps he could feel it, because his tongue stroked in time to the pulse beating through me. Licking and sucking, Jonathan’s mouth worked relentlessly to urge my body to new heights of sensation. He knew I was on the edge, teetering on the brink, and as he slid two fingers carefully into the tightness of my pussy Jonathan trilled the edge of his tongue against my clit. With another cry I arched up while gusts of bliss swirled up and over my raw skin with tendrils of flame, until the darkness around me filled with bright colors and I exploded against his face.

Panting from the intensity of my release I pushed myself away from him, too sensitive to be touched again until the last aftershocks of my orgasm subsided. It could only be for a few moments, though, for while the warm afterglow drifted down into my bones, my pussy still trembled with a wild craving to feel Jonathan’s cock filling me. Even if he went down on me a dozen times a day—if only!— it still wouldn’t have sated my need to have him inside of me.

When my breathing finally slowed Jonathan moved back up beside me and watched me with half-lidded eyes, his gaze heavy with a heady mixture of smug satisfaction and desire. The heat smoldering in that dark gaze re-awakened the twinge between my legs, made me throb with an intensity that left my muscles trembling. I wanted him—needed him—with a ferocity I had never felt before.

“Now, Jonathan.”

He moved and I caught a glimpse of his rigid manhood, silvered steel in the moonlight, before he moved below me. Those strong, hard hands gripped my ankles and lifted my legs while pulling me inexorably towards his eager erection. In only a moment my legs pressed against the hard plane of his chest and his cock head bumped against my bare bottom. I shuddered as I fought the urge to hammer myself against him until I captured his thick shaft, wanting it so badly that I could scarcely think straight. My only thought was that I needed it inside of me now.

Swiftly Jonathan adjusted my body against him and slid his cock against my slippery skin, working his way down to the right spot until his head popped into my entrance. I was wet and ready for him, but the suddenness took me by surprise and I gasped. Just as quickly I relaxed, eager to accept the rest of his burning hardness within me. He thrust hard into the slick grip of my tunnel and held himself buried inside as a long hiss of breath testified to the pleasure I gave him.

He moved slowly at first, knowing that it would take a little time after my first orgasm before I was ready for another, but there was no doubt in either of our minds that there would be another. Steadily, deliberately his cock drove into me, a full stroke each time so that his swollen balls struck me as he sank home. One arm tightened against my legs to squeeze me still more tightly against him, allowing him to press another fraction of an inch more deeply into me, claiming my darkest, tightest places.

As he settled into a rhythm I relaxed against him and let my head loll back, letting him take control and move at his own pace, content to simply enjoy the warmth spreading throughout my loins as his thick cock stretched me again and again. Between us the air hummed with our building tension, so thick I could barely manage to breathe it in, my flushed skin dying for a cool breeze to ease the growing heat. After a minute Jonathan’s free hand wandered down to my clit and his thumb rolled over my taut, throbbing lump. While he pounded me his thumb twisted against my clit until he brought me to the edge again. I moaned, desperate for him to finish me and send me flying once more, but I held on because this time I wanted him to come with me so we could sail into the abyss together. Sparks sizzled along my nerves, drawing my body taut and rigid with the need for release until I thought I must break. I clung to the present, fought to stave it off but couldn’t last; the muscles of my pussy and ass clenched tight and Jonathan gasped at the sudden fierce grip on his manhood. With a little moan of pleasure his hips pushed harder, ramming his rod into me so hard that it jarred my entire body.

 

Jonathan never let up, stroking harder and deeper until my hands gripped his back and there was only the sensation of the head of his cock thrusting far up inside me. Hot juices flooded my already-soaking tunnel as my second orgasm of the night claimed me despite all my efforts to hold back, and my vision faded into a gray haze and my breath caught on the searing blaze of rapture which claimed me. My body was a drum pounded by my pulse, my ears deaf save for the tide of blood rushing through my veins. I cried wordlessly as I shook against him, lost in a whirlwind of ecstasy even as Jonathan cried out and gushed hot cum into my depths to mingle his fluids with my own until they spilled down onto the bed between us.

Chest heaving, he released me and gently lowered my legs to the bed before collapsing next to me. For a long time we were content to simply lie side by side and come slowly back down to earth, and then Jonathan rolled over and tucked an arm around me. Pressing a gentle kiss against the back of my neck he sighed.

“Brynn is coming home for Thanksgiving in three weeks.”

A little stab of panic jabbed coldly at my heart. “What are we going to tell her?”

“The truth.” He sighed again. “I’ll talk to her.”

I stared into the darkness, heart pounding wildly once more as I considered my situation. I could still leave. I didn’t have to decide my future right now. I’d been able to save some money; I could pack up my things and be out the door long before Brynn got home. I could put a stop to all the Just like her mother comments. I wouldn’t have to worry about my best friend hating me. But what would I have to give up?

“Do you really love me?”

“Yes,” he breathed into my hair.

“Then we’ll talk to her together.”

*          *          *

Eighteen months later…

“I cannot believe you’re freaking out this way.”

“You? You’re the queen of freaking out.”

Brynn flounced in front of me and stood glowering with her fists on her hips. “That’s exactly what I mean. I should be the one freaking out. I mean, it’s my dad getting married.”

“I just want everything to be perfect.”

“Everything is already perfect, so will you quit messing around and get your butt over here so they can start?”

I resisted the urge to adjust the flowers one final time and moved obediently towards the door. “Fine,” I muttered.

 “Honestly, Molly, if you screw up my dad’s wedding I’m going to wring your neck.”

“I am not going to screw anything up.”

“Then just stop it and stand still so I can tell them to start.”

I brushed an imaginary speck of dust from my dress. “You’re not the one who’s going to be looking at pictures of yourself in a lopsided dress for the next fifty years.”

Brynn groaned and rolled her eyes. “God, you’re hopeless. You look gorgeous, Molly.” She cracked the door and waved, and a moment later the organ began to play. “Get ready. Your dad is coming.” Her hand tightened on the doorknob.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

Her head swiveled around to look at me. “Yes. Are you?”

Despite the tsunami of butterflies trying to batter their way out of my stomach I really was. “Yeah. Let’s do it.”

She peeked through the door. “Dad’s at the altar. It’s showtime.”

Head held high I stepped through the door to take my father’s arm and head down the aisle towards Jonathan to start my new life as Molly Sanders. I was going to make up for all the years he had spent alone and give him the house full of children he had always wanted. And I was nothing like my mother at all.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

IT WAS THE SNORING THAT WOKE ME UP. I cranked my eyes open to see if I had fallen asleep in a lumber mill or something, only to be half blinded by a searing ray of sunlight shining through the partially open curtains. Stupid sun. Didn’t it know people were trying to sleep? I rolled over with a groan and found myself face to face with Darla, my best friend. Her long, ebony curls spread out in a dark wave across her pillow and her mouth was wide open. She was the one doing the snoring.

“Put a sock in it,” I grumbled, giving her a sharp nudge with my elbow.

She twitched and the snoring stopped so there was blissful silence for about two seconds, then she tilted her head and started up again even more loudly than before. How the hell could someone so tiny be so freakin’ loud? At that point I was muzzily awake enough to realize that trying to go back to sleep was pointless, so I risked a glance at the alarm clock by the bed. 11:36. Morning, not evening, at least if you believed that evil glowing thing outside the windows.

Darla and Beth, my other best friend, had hooked up with a couple of college seniors from Texas A&M our first night in South Padre Island. The guys had taken us to a beach bar last night and slipped us drinks until the four of them were too plastered to see straight. I took it easier because I don’t drink much. Well, that and because I didn’t have a boy-toy of my own dedicated to getting me drunk and naked the way those guys were trying to do with Darla and Beth.

I sighed. My friends were great, but there wasn’t a guy on the island who was going to give me a second glance when they were around. Darla was petite with hourglass curves and big blue eyes and Beth was a willowy blonde with a perfect tan and legs that looked about six miles long, especially in a bikini. As for me, I just had plain old brown hair and brown eyes, and I was short and ate too much chocolate chip cookie dough ice cream for my own good. While I was constantly trying new diets, my willpower sucked and something always seemed to come up to throw off my eating habits—finals, a breakup, my week, Spring Break. Thursdays. I mentally resolved to do better next time. But of course I always said that.

By the time it filtered through my brain that it was almost noon, my bladder was insisting that it really needed to get rid of the cosmopolitans I’d tossed down the night before. Still half-asleep, I rolled out of bed and fumbled around for my clothes. I had slept in my bikini, but I was too self-conscious to run around in it all the time when people would be comparing me to Darla and Beth, so I shrugged on my 30 Seconds to Mars t-shirt and wriggled into a pair of flowery Bermuda shorts before I stumbled towards the bathroom. My eyes were still a little gritty and I desperately needed to brush my teeth, but I actually felt surprisingly good considering how late we had stayed out.

Beth and Simon lay huddled in a tangle of bare arms and legs on the other bed. Thankfully they were mostly covered by a sheet, because from the noises they had made in the early morning hours after the lights went out I was pretty sure that their clothes were scattered all over the hotel room. I half expected to see holes knocked in the walls. Beth may have looked like an ice queen, but when her clothes came off all that went out the window and she acted more like a cat in heat.

Was I jealous? What do you think?

I had given up hopes for romance over my vacation, since with Darla and Beth around that was a total waste of time. All I really wanted was to relax and make the most out of the trip. Maybe do some shopping and work on my tan.

Yeah, I’m totally lying. I’d set my heart on finding some hot, sweet guy to sweep me off my feet and relieve me of my virginity. I was going to be twenty in three months and I still hadn’t done the deed, yet. Despite all of the many times my friends had dragged in looking ridiculously satiated after a night with some guy, I had always held back. The first time was supposed to be special, wasn’t it? Not just some guy you let pick you up at a club or frat party and then never talked to again. That’s what I kept telling myself, anyway.

When I pushed on the bathroom door it wouldn’t budge. My bladder gave a warning twinge, so I shoved harder. A low groan came from somewhere inside, and I vaguely recalled Ashton being noisily sick some time after we came in. Apparently he had passed out on the bathroom floor and his body now had the door blocked. Lovely.

My stomach was beginning to get as insistent as my bladder, so I found my purse and a pair of sandals and headed for the elevators. None of the others was going to regain consciousness for at least a couple more hours, and if I didn’t eat something soon my blood sugar was going to tank and I’d end up on the bathroom floor next to Ashton. The hotel had a restaurant downstairs, and presumably the restaurant had a restroom, so I could kill two birds with one stone.

As the floors dinged away I sucked on a breath mint. I’d just have to brush my teeth later. Something light and poppy was playing in the elevator, and I found myself humming and bobbing to the music. It was probably just the lack of caffeine making me delirious, but I really did feel pretty good and upbeat. Maybe I’d go do some browsing in the tourist shops along the beach after I got some food in me. A little food and a little caffeine and I figured I’d be ready to take on just about anything, but then my bladder reminded me that if I didn’t find a restroom very soon I was going to need a new pair of shorts. Fortunately the light for the ground floor lit up, and with a final cheerful ding the doors slid open and I darted out—only to slam face-first into a very broad, solid chest.

It was just like one of those cartoons where the character runs into a brick wall and reels backwards, except this time a pair of powerful arms caught me as I staggered back with my arms pinwheeling to try to keep my balance. I found myself firmly tucked against a warm, solid body that smelled of soap and spicy cologne while those arms dropped to circle my waist and keep me upright while I regained my balance.

It felt like Heaven and I never wanted to move again, but after a couple of seconds mortification kicked in. I’d run right into the poor guy without even looking. No doubt he thought I was either a total bubble head or still drunk from the night before.

“I’m so sorry,” I babbled. “It was all my fault. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

“No harm done.”

I felt the rumble of that voice in his chest as much as I heard it, and I pushed away from him hoping that he hadn’t noticed how my nipples had gone hard against his body. The feel of him, the smell of him, and that gravelly voice had set my hormones on a freakin’ rampage, and I felt dangerously on edge even as I prayed that the sudden hint of moisture I felt between my legs was from my reaction to him and not my bladder giving way.

At that point he got a good look at me and his hands froze on my arms.

“Cassidy?”

My eyes lifted slowly up past the solid pecs outlined by his fitted shirt and up to his face. When I recognized his smile I couldn’t decide on whether to just go ahead and die of embarrassment and get it over with, or to heave a sigh of relief.

“Jude? What are you doing here?”

My dad’s best friend gave my arms a playful squeeze while his deep blue eyes twinkled down into mine. “I’m in town on a business trip and your dad asked me to check up on you. Guess it was a good thing, too, if you’re out running into strange men.”

Heat pulsed through my whole body at that smile, and I blushed from the stirring sensation deep below my belly. I had always had a thing for Jude, ever since I first started liking boys. Of course with his athletic build, permanently tousled sandy-blonde hair, and roguish smile there probably weren’t many women who didn’t have a thing for Jude. As if all that wasn’t enough he had the kind of laid back self-confidence and dry wit that charmed everyone before they knew it.

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible. He was my dad’s best friend and twice my age. Hell, even if he hadn’t been, the guy was so far out of my league he probably couldn’t even see my league from where he was. That didn’t stop me from falling hard for him about the time I started high school. What made it worse was how nice he always was to me. He never failed to ask me how I was doing when he came around, and he seemed genuinely interested when I blathered along about the latest bit of teen drama in my life. For years I had dreamed about him whisking me away and the two of us living happily ever after.

Of course that’s all it was—dreams. With that whole Chris Hemsworth thing going for him Jude had every woman in sight ready to drop her panties, and I knew from overhearing conversations of my dad’s that Jude wasn’t remotely shy about taking advantage of that. He certainly wasn’t about to notice a plain-Jane schoolgirl who tended towards the fluffy side and I was very painfully aware of that fact, so I had mooned over him in silence and eventually got over him. Mostly.

I ducked my head a little so he wouldn’t see how flustered I was. “Sorry, I really don’t make a habit of plowing into every guy I meet. I was just in a hurry.”

His large hands released their grip on my arms and he took a small step back. “If you were in that big of a rush you must be on your way to meet a boy,” he teased.

If only. “Actually I was on my way to…” My voice trailed off as I finally remembered just where I was headed. God, how embarrassing. Thank you, bladder. “To the bathroom,” I whispered.

He blinked. “Is the one in your room not working?”

“Ours has a guy passed out cold in it.” I caught the beginnings of his frown and hurried to cut him off. “He’s not mine. Er, I’m not with him or anything. Or anyone else.” Oh, god. I took a deep breath and tried to say something coherent. “One of my friends brought him home with her last night.”

“Cassidy…”

“I came down to get something to eat and then do some shopping. My friends probably won’t be awake for hours yet, and I didn’t want to sit up there by myself. I’m really not much of a party animal, I guess.”

After a moment considering that, his lips quirked up into a half smile that was so sexy I was afraid I was going to melt into a pile of goo right there in the hotel lobby. “Does that mean you’re free to join me for lunch?”

Lunch with Jude? Was he serious? I was a total wreck. I hadn’t showered, my hair probably looked like a nesting ground for small animals, and I undoubtedly had raccoon eyes from not washing off my makeup before falling asleep. On top of that my clothes were rumpled and my bright sea-green bikini top was clearly visible through my white t-shirt.

Jude, on the other hand, looked like he was on his way to a GQ photo shoot or something in a sharply creased pair of khaki Dockers and a plum-colored button down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Why on earth would he want to take me to lunch? All I could think of was that he was doing it as a favor to my dad, but in the shape I was in the poor guy was going way above and beyond the call of duty.

I almost turned him down, but then I found myself admiring at the way his Dockers hugged his slim hips and muscular thighs and reconsidered. Jude was every bit as hot as any of the younger guys roaming South Padre Island—hotter, actually, because he had maturity and boundless confidence backed up by experience to go with his looks—plus I knew he wasn’t just interested in me because he wanted to get me drunk enough to get my panties off. Unfortunately.

Have lunch alone, or have lunch with the guy who was literally the man of my dreams? Decisions, decisions…

“I’d love to have lunch with you,” I told him, trying not to sound too pathetically eager. “Can you give me a couple of minutes to freshen up?”

Those blue eyes swept over me from my brightly painted pink toenails to my tangled brown curls with a shameless appreciation that left me tingling all over in anticipation of something that was never, ever going to happen.

“You look fine to me, but suit yourself.”

“Oh, stop it,” I mumbled, blushing at his approval as I struggled to ignore the way the deep pitch of his voice sent liquid warmth pooling in my lower body.

It was pure teasing and nothing else. To Jude teasing was as natural as breathing. He gave a nonchalant shrug, but the challenging look in his eyes let me know that he had no intention of taking it back. I didn’t get it. I was nothing special. That was why my friends were upstairs with two gorgeous seniors and I was down here alone.

Except I wasn’t alone, was I? I was standing right in front of a guy who was even more gorgeous. I couldn’t help the grin that sprang onto my face at the realization.

“I’ll be right back,” I promised.

*          *          *

As I watched Cass walk away I wondered if I had gone crazy. Have lunch with her? What was I thinking? Charles had just asked me to check up on her, not babysit her. No doubt the last thing on the poor girl’s spring break agenda was to humor her dad’s much older best buddy by spending time with him when she could be out on the beach or boy chasing. I don’t know what had compelled me to say it in the first place, except that I wasn’t quite ready to let her walk away, yet.

My mind shied away from examining the motives behind that too closely. I was her dad’s best friend and old enough to be her father, but I also felt like I had become her friend over the years as well and with that came a healthy dose of protectiveness where she was concerned. That protectiveness had kicked in with a fucking vengeance the moment she mentioned that guy in her room. It shouldn’t have been any of my business, but every muscle in my body went tense and it felt as though a huge hand was squeezing my heart.

Even though she was an adult now, she was still young and innocent and I wanted to protect her from the kind of guys that were trolling the beaches looking for a fresh piece of ass. I couldn’t stand the thought of someone like that touching Cass. Or pretty much anyone of the male half of the species even looking at her, for that matter. Maybe that did make me a little overprotective. Okay, a lot overprotective, considering that I wasn’t her dad and I had no real cause to concern myself in her affairs in the first place.

That was all it was, surely—overprotectiveness? It couldn’t have anything to do with those sleep-tumbled, mahogany curls that framed her face, or the luxurious curves which her shorts and t-shirt couldn’t manage to hide. Or that smile of hers that seemed to light her up from the inside out and made me feel twenty years younger whenever I saw it. No, I definitely wasn’t lusting after my best friend’s not quite twenty year old daughter. Nope. Not me.

My protests might have been slightly more convincing if I hadn’t caught myself watching the hypnotic sway of her perfect ass in those shorts when she headed for the restroom. The sudden pulse of heat in my groin as my cock twitched and stiffened in response was a clear warning that my body didn’t give a damn whose daughter she was or how old she was. When she disappeared from view my shoulders slumped with a deep sigh. I was going to get myself in big, big trouble if I wasn’t careful.

I sucked at being careful.

*          *          *

I made it back in five minutes with my bladder emptied, my hair mostly untangled and swept back in a ponytail, and my face scrubbed free of yesterday’s makeup. As for my clothes, I figured that I was properly attired for spring break and I didn’t want to have to go back upstairs and change—especially not when Darla or Beth might wake up and start asking questions.

“There’s a bar and grill just up the street that has much better food than the hotel,” Jude remarked, and resting his hand on the small of my back he steered me towards the door.

My skin seemed to sizzle under his palm even through the t-shirt, and for the rest of the day I felt the vivid sensation of his hand warm against me, almost as though it was still there. When we sat down I was tongue tied at first because my intense physical reaction to him kept throwing me off. One look from those blue eyes was enough to leave me stammering as my mind went blank, and whenever he hit me with that cocky smile I got all trembly and moist. There had been plenty of guys I liked before and I had fooled around with some of them, but none of them had ever left me with this gnawing, achy hunger inside that Jude somehow managed with just a look. And the more I looked at him and talked to him, the more I wanted him.

After a while his humor and easygoing manner calmed me down enough to relax with him, though. Sexy as he was, this was just Jude. I had known him most of my life, and he was so nice it was impossible to stay nervous around him for long. His little jokes and teasing drew me out and before I knew it I was teasing him right back and thoroughly enjoying myself.

Lunch came and we made small talk about college and his job while we ate, then we both had coffee for dessert. As we sipped I felt his eyes on me and I glanced up to find him watching me with an odd smile.

“You’re really looking good, Cassie,” he stated with quiet approval.

“Huh? I’m a total mess. I’m amazed that you’re not ashamed to be seen in public with me.”

A huff of laughter escaped him. “Hardly. You’re all grown up, now, and I think the beach girl look suits you.”

“You’re insane. I need a shower, clean clothes, and to drop about twenty pounds.”

Jude rolled his eyes in exasperation. “You worry about that too much. Especially around your friends. Stop trying so hard to be like them and just be yourself. You’re perfect the way you are.”

That earned him a derisive snort. “I am not.”

He reached over and squeezed my hand. “Cassie, you’re about the most perfect girl I’ve ever met. You’re smart, you’re funny, you’re sweet, and you’re all kinds of sexy.” His smile turned into a big wolf’s grin. “Especially when you’ve got this tousled beach bunny look going on. You stick with that and see if you don’t give your friends a run for their money with the guys tonight.”

He was just trying to pump my ego because he was a nice guy and he knew I had self esteem issues. I knew that. But I still blushed so hard I thought I might turn crimson permanently, and all the feelings I’d had from years ago when I was crushing so hard on him came flooding back. Why, why, why couldn’t I find a guy like him?

While I lingered over my coffee as long as I could, eventually I sipped the last of the lukewarm remnants and stared mournfully into the bottom of the cup, wishing that it would magically refill itself. I wasn’t ready for my time with Jude to be over yet, but he set his own cup down and slid his chair back from the table.

“Thanks for having lunch with me. I know that this was probably the last thing you wanted to do today, so I’ll let your dad know I saw you and that you’re doing fine, and I won’t bug you again.”

My jaw dropped. “Don’t say that. I had a great time!”

He hit me with that sexy smile again and my knees turned to jelly. “You’re very polite to say so, but I’ll get out of your hair and let you get back to having fun.”

“You don’t have to go.” God, how I didn’t want him to go. I would have happily enjoyed myself with him all day. And all night. “I was going to head down to the beach and do some shopping. If you’d like to come along…”

Jude shook his head. “Thanks, but I’ve got some work to do back at the hotel.”

“If you say so.”

I tried to hide my disappointment as I stood up, but when he held out his arms in invitation I practically leaped into his embrace. He squeezed me tightly in a brief hug, then bent to give me a peck on the cheek.

I don’t know what made me do it. In hindsight it was crazy, but maybe it was just instinct taking over. Quickly I turned my head so that it was my mouth and not my cheek that his lips found, and for an instant his mouth met mine in a soft, tingling caress. A sizzling jolt lanced through my body and I felt myself coming wondrously alive, every nerve quivering while a sweet ache grew low down in my belly. Just as quickly Jude pulled back, the warmth of his breath lingering on my skin as he looked down at me with a dark mixture of confusion and something far more primal dueling in his eyes.

Continue reading Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend…
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Built for Sin

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn’t realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Nailing Katie

The flip side of wanting Ty to be more like his father was that somehow she didn’t think it would be nearly as easy for her to tell Mr. Wright no.

Katie is the preacher’s youngest girl, and she tries hard to be good—no matter how hard it’s getting to say no to her boyfriend, Ty. When his patience runs out and he dumps and humiliates her, the young girl is devastated.

But there is someone else who has been watching this drama unfold. Evan Wright is ten times the man his son is, and he’s determined to go where Ty never could. Can Katie say no to the man who is better than his son in every way, or will Evan be the one who claims the innocence of the preacher’s last daughter?

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire.

Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.

With One Word

Have you ever fallen in love with someone you shouldn’t have?

Ever since my dad walked out eight years ago, my life has been Hell. My mother is an alcoholic whose “boyfriends” enjoy using me as a punching bag. Everything nice I’ve ever owned has ended up in the pawn shop so Mom could buy booze and cigarettes. Thanks to her reputation every guy I’ve ever gone out with has only been interested in one thing, so I’ve never had a real boyfriend. The only reason I didn't skip town the moment I turned eighteen is my little sister, Willow. She needs me, and I won’t leave her behind. Now my best friend has moved across the country to go to college and I’ve got no one at all—except Grant. Grant is my knight in shining armor. He’s the only man who has ever treated me like a person instead of trash, and he’s always been there when I needed him. And now I’m afraid I'm falling in love with him. There’s just one little problem.

Grant is my best friend’s dad.
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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